











"Put the Cat Out!” 


Just what kind of cat he was I 
couldn’t tell you. And where he came from, 
I don’t know. But one day he turned up 
and looked as though he’d like to stay. 
And of course Richard and Donald ran at 
once to Mother and begged, ‘Please, 
Mother, let us keep him.” 

And Mother—of course—said, “No!” 

But the boys guessed they heard some- 
thing in Mother’s voice that didn’t sound 
quite as much like No as it was supposed 
to. And when they put a cup on the floor 
and Mother put cream into it, they were 
quite sure she didn’t really mind if they 
kept the cat. 

All went well for a few days, and Mother 
was relieved to notice that the original 
excitement over the arrival of the cat had 


The kitten looked so cute no one would have thought 
that he would try to wreck the boy’s model boats. 


BOB TAYLOR 





so far died down that the boys had gone 
back to making model boats again. They 
even bought a new kit and put it together 
on Friday afternoon. 

They had quite a fleet of boats, all very 
carefully put together, and painted in fine 
detail. As the boats were finished they 
were displayed like a great navy on review 
on top of the piano. 

Then came Sabbath morning. Unfortu- 
nately, everyone got up late that day. There 
was a terrific lot of hurrying around, with 
everyone trying to get ready in time to lea 
for Sabbath school. 

Mother was eating breakfast when she 
noticed the cat. “Oh, boys,” she said. “Be 
sure to put the cat out. He might damage 
something if we left him inside.” 

“Bother,” said Donald. “He won’t hurt 
anything, and we'd like to let him stay in.” 

“It may rain, and he’d get his feet wet,” 
added Richard. 

Mother said no more, for she was too 
busy eating. But just as she was stacking the 
breakfast dishes in the sink she saw the 
cat again. “Boys,” she repeated. “Put the 
cat out.” 

The boys suddenly decided they had 
business in the bedroom, and the next few 
minutes everyone was hurrying to get into 
the car. Mother forgot the cat, but Richard 
was the last one out of the house. As he 
closed the door he turned and winked at 
Donald. The cat was still inside. 


But when they came home, it was a dif- 
ferent story. Richard took one step inside 
and let out a great cry of sorrow. There, on 
the floor in front of the piano, sat the cat, 
surrounded by the wreckage of all the 
model boats, including the new one. And 
he was looking very pleased with himself. 
He had sunk the whole Grand Fleet in one 
swift maneuver! 


The boys were not pleased. They picked 
up the boats and inspected them. Nearly 
everyone was damaged. The flag lines were 
cut, the paint was scratched, and parts were 
broken off and lost. 


It was all very sad. But then, I cuclD 


when Mother says, “Put the cat out,” it’s 
a pretty good idea to put the cat OUT! 


Your friend, 





—— 








The Day Danger Rode the Wheels 


By ENID SPARKS 


sare was shouting at the top of his 
voice. He had just found some wagon 
wheels, and everyone and everything had 
to come to a standstill while he explained by 
what good fortune he had discovered the 
precious things and what he was going to 
make with them now. 

The family obligingly trooped outside to 
see the object of all the excitement, and 
listened patiently as Vern explained how he 
would put the parts together. 


“You see,” he rattled on, “I'll set the 
wheels like this, and I'll put a box on top, 
and a steering device, and, boy O boy, I'll 
have the finest little scooter in town.” 

Dad watched it all silently. 

“Well, Daddy, don’t you think it'll work?” 
Vern questioned, noticing Father’s uncer- 
tain expression. 

“Yes,” answered Father thoughtfully. “In 
fact, I'm sure it will work all too well. We 


To page 16 


Gripping the guide ropes, Vern raced down the hill, quite sure there was no danger to worry about. 
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SUSPENSE in the RICE FIELD 


By RHODA YOUNGBERG KINCAID 


Y SISTER Ruth and I came down the 

ladder of our small rice-field house 
where we had been resting. Our exertions in 
the family rice field seemed to call for a 
great deal of resting. We probably spent as 
much time in the resthouse as we did in the 
rice patch. 

It was still early in the day, and a great 
many weeds were waiting to be pulled. We 
knew that it was about time we stirred 
ourselves, but first we lingered in the wel- 
come shade of the lush jungle trees, poking 
our bare toes into the green grass and gazing 
out over the field. 

We were so proud of that rice field! We 
had helped plant it, wading knee deep in 
the oozy mud planting seedlings. 

We were never happier than when set- 
ting out for the field early in the morning 
with our sheathed parangs (long knives) 
girded at our sides, sun hats bobbing up and 
down on the back of our necks, shouting 
and singing down the jungle trail as if we 
were on our way to a celebration of some 
kind. 

Usually the merriment subsided when the 
mission buildings had been left far behind 
and the rice field came into view. We would 
examine the ground nearby for any tracks 
of animals, knowing that wild pigs were apt 
to damage our precious crop. We were not 
eager to meet one of these ugly animals, 
though Ruth and Robert made many bold 
suggestions to be carried out in case of a 
chance encounter. Manju, the native worker, 
had not long ago killed a wild pig in the 


act of devastating our vegetable garden. It 
was a fearsome fellow—hoary with age and 
bristling with two great long tusks. 

The Dyaks among whom we had come 
to live and do missionary work were amazed 
at our activities, and they said so many nice 
things about our rice that any time someone 
came to visit us, we had to drag him out to 
admire it. 

It was not long before we realized, how- 
ever, that growing rice was not entirely a 
pleasure. When the weeds began to flourish, 
then the tedious, backbreaking toil began, 
for the whole field must be weeded care- 
fully by hand and without delay. Much of this 
work must be done by the younger members 
of the family—which, of course, meant us! 
Every one must do his share. Ruth and I, 
as you have seen, were being quite careful 
not to do any more than our share! It was 
a hot day, as most days are in that country, 
but that was no excuse. We lingered there 
in the shade, waiting for something to drive 
us out into the hot sunshine and hard work. 

I shifted my gaze toward the slope at the 
upper end of the field. A movement in the 
tall grass attracted my attention. I spoke 
quickly to Ruth, and we both looked in the 
same direction. The grass bordering our 
field was much higher than our heads, and 
this prevented us from seeing what it w® 
that was coming toward us. All we could se 
was the moving of the grass. 

We were becoming more scared every 
moment. Thoughts raced through my head. 
Could it be a huge python? I didn’t think so. 
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It was unlikely a snake would move in that 
manner. 

Could it be one of those fierce wild cows? 
I doubted that this animal could be so large. 
Nevertheless I hurriedly considered the pos- 
sibility of climbing the nearest tree. 

It did not seem likely that a wild pig 
would charge from such a distance in an 
unprovoked attack. But what could it be? 
There were many strange creatures in this 
strange country, and was I at this tender age 
o fall a victim of some ferocious beast? 

In a hoarse whisper I said, “Let’s go 
home,” and then thought, “Famous last 
words,” for I realized even at that moment 
that 1 was unable to carry out my own 
suggestion. I was paralyzed by fear. 

There was no answer from Ruth. Evidently 
she was frightened too. As our last mo- 
ment on earth (so we thought) drew ever 
nearer, Ruth managed to summon one last 
cubic centimeter of courage. She raised her 
only weapon, the parang, which had been 
newly sharpened, and prepared to throw it 
at the animal. 

We still could not see our attacker, but 
it had stopped about ten yards in front of us, 


probably getting ready for the final charge. 

My sister was just about to hurl the 
parang into the long grass, when the 
“animal” rose up and shouted. It was our 
brother Robert, who had planned the whole 
thing to give us a good scare. We very 
nearly collapsed on the spot. 

Oh, how Robert laughed as he described 
to us our white faces and trembling knees. 
We did not laugh. Ruth and I were not 
amused in the least. There was no more 
work for us that day. After regaining the use 
of our tongues, we informed Robert that he 
would do well to restrain his glee, since he 
had narrowly escaped being harpooned with 
a very sharp parang. Soon we were able to 
proceed in the direction of home quietly, 
thoughtfully, and thankfully, though Robert 
still could not hide his satisfaction at having 
scared us so badly. And though we didn’t 
mention it, Ruth and I were deeply cha- 
grined at having been scared half out of 
our wits by nothing but a mischievous 
brother. 

When we had maneuvered our wobbly 
legs up the last step of our front porch and 

To page 21 


We stood petrified with fear, gazing at the moving grass. Something was coming toward us. Was it 
a huge snake, or a wild pig, or what? | could only point. | was too terrified to scream= 





HOMER NORRIS, ARTIST 
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JACK’S ADVENTURE 


By ARCHA O. DART 





CHAPTER 12: 


NEW THRILLS 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Jack had spent the summer comvessint and it had 
been the greatest adventure of his life. He had met 
all sorts of interesting people, and had run into many 
exciting situations. Now the summer was nearly over, 
and time had come for camp meeting. Jack was invited 
to attend the meetings as a guest of the conference, 
and now we see what happened after he arrived on 
the campground. 


LTHOUGH Jack had attended camp 

meetings ever since he could remem- 
ber, this one was different. For one thing, 
he was staying with the colporteurs and not 
in the same tent with his father and 
mother. Another thing, a storm visited the 
place at least once a day during the entire 
session. One time right during the Mis- 
sionary Volunteer meeting a storm came 
up, and a young man, wishing to be helpful 
but not accustomed to the art of handling a 
tent, loosened the rope on the center pole 
and let the whole tent down on top of all 
the young people! The meeting adjourned 
immediately. 

Jack worked in the dining tent to help 
out with his food bill. One afternoon when 
it was not raining he wanted to go between 
services with some young people for a 
little boat ride. The dining tent manager 
gave his consent on condition that he could 
get someone to take his place. Jack asked a 
friend, but he said that other duties would 
not permit him to help at that time. Jack 
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asked another, and another, and several 
others. All turned him down. 

Thinking it was hopeless, he started back 
to his task of washing dishes. But his hopes 
revived when he heard a familiar voice 
telling the manager, “I've come to take 
Jack’s place here this afternoon.” A knock 
at the dining tent door revealed that a 
woman had also come to take Jack’s place. 
Three more walked in through the kitchen 
door and informed the manager that they 
had rearranged their plans so that they could 
take Jack’s place that afternoon! The mana- 
ger looked at the five people and then 
turned to Jack. “Say, young fellow, how 
much work do you think you do around this 
place anyway?” Well, at any rate with his 
chores more than cared for, he felt free to go 
for that boat ride. 

All went along lovely for a time. The 
water was just right, the weather was just 
right, and the company ah! Alice was 
along! 

Coming around a bend in the river, the 
noticed several large stumps sticking up 
out of the water. Some of the more ad- 
venturous ones in the group thought it 
would be capital fun to climb out onto 
those stumps. Jack was the first on top. He 
gave a hand to Alice next. At that point 
Alice’s brother had a sudden urge to explore 
the river farther down country. That left 

















No sooner had Jack helped Alice onto the stumps than her brother decided to row away down river! 


Jack and Alice with plenty of time to 
decide how they would get back to shore. 
But they did not have to make the decision 
alone. The conference nominating commit- 
tee helped them. Just why that committee, 
of which Alice’s father was a member, had 
chosen that particular spot on the bank and 
that special hour of the day to go into 
session Jack will never know, but anyway 
they got to land safely. 

Nothing like this ever happened at any 
of the colporteur meetings. Jack found that 
he was safe there. He and the other lads 
from Macon County enjoyed every meeting. 
Of course they were very much interested 
in Bob Drummond's report. They listened 
to every word: 

“Never have I felt closer to God than while 
I was canvassing. Nobody could possibly 

alk about God and pray with people for 
@:.:. or nine hours every day without ab- 
sorbing the atmosphere of heaven them- 
selves. 

“I was very fortunate to find a good place 
to stay during the summer. It was a pretty 
little white farmhouse that sat on the hill 
overlooking the countryside of northwestern 
Illinois. My finances would not permit me 
to have a car, so a bicycle furnished me 


with my transportation for the summer. 

“God has many different ways to tell 
colporteurs just where He wants them to 
go. | found this out one Monday morning 
as I left home and started up a hill with my 
bicycle. The hill was rather steep, and as I 
gave an extra-heavy push my pedal broke 
off. | bowed my head and asked the Lord 
to impress me what I should do. I looked at 
my watch and saw that the bus was due in 
about fifteen minutes, so with all my energy 
I rode with one pedal to try to make the 
three miles to the highway. I got there and 
left my bike at a gas station just in time to 
flag the bus. I climbed on and reached into 
my pocket for my fare. To my surprise, I 
found that I had no money. When I told my 
story to the bus driver he smiled and paid 
my fare for me. I assured him that I would 
pay him back the next day. I spent my 
whole time in town that week, and it turned 
out to be the best week I had all summer, 
my sales running well over two hundred 
dollars. 

“Another day as I knocked on the door of 
a small home in Freeport, an elderly woman 
answered and told me to call back later, 
for she was just watching the children while 
the woman of the house was shopping. As I 
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started to leave the porch she asked me, 
‘What kind of Christian calls did you say 
you were making?’ I felt impressed to show 
her Bible Readings, so 1 came back on the 
porch and began to canvass her. I had 
hardly begun when she said she would take 
the book. While I wrote out her order she 
went to get her deposit. She returned with 
two dollars and the local telephone directory. 
Then she proceeded to give me the names 
of her two sons and several friends who she 
thought would be interested too. I called on 
all seven, and they all took Bible Readings. 
Two of them were Sunday school teachers, 
and another one was the Sunday school 
superintendent in a large Protestant church. 
I thanked the Lord again for impressing me 
to return and canvass this woman. 

“One minister whom I canvassed for 
Bible Readings liked it very much and said 
he would be happy for his Sunday school 
teachers to have it too. I called on seven of 
them, and six ordered the book. 

“God can sell books for us anywhere, 
regardless of the circumstances. One eve- 
ning as I was about to finish work I came to a 
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small tumble-down shack that it seemed 
would be a waste of time to canvass. How- 
ever, I felt impressed not to pass it by. I 
was greeted at the door by a little gray- 
haired woman who cordially invited me in. 
There was no rug on the floor, and a small 
kerosene lamp was the only means of light- 
ing the home. There was every evidence 
of extreme poverty. But as I canvassed her 
she showed a keen interest. When I finished 
she immediately gave me an order and a 
large deposit for Bible Readings in the best 
binding. One can never tell from outward 
appearances what is in the heart. 
“Whenever possible I prayed with the 
people I visited, and I found this to be a 


tremendous asset in helping me to takg@ 


orders. There were times when I could se 
a person was interested and yet could not 
make up his or her mind about taking the 
book. When this situation arose I men- 
tioned that whenever I am in doubt about 
something I always pray. Then I suggested 
that we bow our heads while I offer a word 
of prayer asking the Lord to guide in the 

To page 20 
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By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


_ @OrHE RASCALLY RED-HEADED RATTLEBIRD 


ATTLEBIRD” is a good name for the 
rascally red-headed woodpecker. This 
beautiful bird likes nothing better than to 
drum on a downspout with its tough, taper- 
ing bill. The noise is as rapid as the sound 
of a machine gun and can be heard all over 
the neighborhood. 

Some think the bird pecks on the metal 
just for the fun of it. Others think that just 
the male woodpecker drums, to attract the 
attention of the female. Whatever the rea- 
son, it certainly makes a lot of racket. 

The redhead is fast disappearing in some 
parts of the country, perhaps because of its 
lazy way of flying. The rattlebird swoops in 







































































its flight rather than flying straight through 
the air. That is, it glides down toward the 
ground in a gentle curve, then swings back 
upward, flapping its wings when it loses 
momentum on reaching the top of its glide. 
Then it noses down again in another swoop. 
When the redhead crosses a highway it 
often swoops too low and is hit by a car or 
truck. 

Another possible reason for the redhead’s 
gradual decrease in numbers is the lack of 
suitable places for it to build a nest. Tele- 
phone poles used to be a favorite place, but 
now all the poles are painted with creosote 
to keep out insects. It also keeps the rattle- 
bird away. Large dead trees are 
scarce in most places, and it is in 
these that the red-headed wood- 
pecker also likes to bore out a 
home. When a suitable tree or 
fence post is found the handsome 
redhead goes to work with the 
staccato hammering of a road 
builder’s jackhammer. Chips fall 
out to the right and left. It takes 
a big hole for a nest, since the 
rattlebird is larger than most 
woodpeckers. 

Its body is about ten inches 
long, and its wingspread is all of 
eighteen inches! When the hole 
is drilled out it is lined with 
finely chopped chips. In a short 
while Mrs. Redhead has filled the 
nest with three or four glossy, 
pure-white eggs. 

To page 19 






The rattlebird listening for the sound 
of an insect crawling under the bark. 
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We found ourselves standing in a large underground room where men had dug silver ore in times past. 


HY not, Dad? Merle, Keith, and I 
have been in lots of caves and we've 
never been hurt. After all, we have a strong 
flashlight and the battle lantern and 4 


“You may not go in there without me, 
and I am not going into that dark hole 
inside this mountain; at least not now. I 
want to take some more pictures of these 
spectacularly colored Calico Mountains,” 
said Dad. 

It all began when Merle and I returned 
home from boarding academy with a bad 
case of spring fever. The situation on the 
home front was just as bad, for Father and 
my brother Keith had the same illness. Our 
four minds got together and within a short 
while we had decided to spend the weekend 
at the ghost town of Calico in the Calico 
Mountains on the Mojave Desert. We would 
leave Friday afternoon, sleep on the Calico 
Dry Lake that night, rest on the Sabbath, 
and hike and do a little exploring Sunday. 





Jon Plummer was a student at Newbury Park Academy when 
he wrote this adventure story for JuNior Guipe. 
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That should at least partially cure our spring 
fever. 

That afternoon we hit the road. We 
rolled our sleeping bags on Calico Dry Lake 
that night. It was like sleeping on a table! 
A dry lake makes a very flat, hard bed. We 
spent a few minutes looking at the stars 
and talking about them. The desert air was 
so clear that the stars seemed to be within 
reach. What a mammoth piece of machinery 
the universe is! Did Abraham really try to 
count all those stars? 

It seemed as if it were only a few minutes 
until morning. The sun rose quickly and we 
spent a pleasant Sabbath. 


Then Sunday morning we were all up@® 


bright and early with huge appetites: 
Mother prepared a satisfying breakfast, and 
as soon as the sun began to rise, Dad began 
taking pictures. We boys preferred count- 
ing all the mine entrances we could see in 
the sides of the circling mountains. 

“There are approximately forty miles of 
tunnels in those abandoned silver mines,” 
said Merle. 
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What interesting things we discovered 


when we explored the 








CAVES OF CALICO! 


By JON PLUMMER 


“And I’m ready to find out how many 
different levels of tunnels there are too,” 
said Keith. 

The town of Calico was a ghost town all 
right; but it looked as though even the ghosts 
had forsaken the place. Only a few of the 
old buildings were still standing. 

“Howdy folks,” a friendly voice called. 
“Just call me Calico Fred.” 

Now this Calico Fred was a man that lived 
in the ghost town and was in charge of 
restoring it to what it had been in the old 
mining days. 

“Yes,” said Fred. “You'll find tunnel en- 
trance No. 9 around the bend in yonder 
road a few hundred yards. Be careful though, 
and if you go inside, be sure to take a strong 
flashlight. There are nearly forty miles of 
interlocking tunnels and a number of mine 
shafts that drop straight down more than a 
hundred feet.” 

It was only a matter of minutes until we 
found ourselves in front of tunnel en- 
trance No. 9. Coming from the tunnel was 
a narrow gauge railway track that led to an 
ore dump farther down a ravine. Of course 
we boys wanted to go in at once. From 
the tunnel there came a cold blast of refresh- 
ing, chilly air. 

“What are we waiting for? Let’s go!” said 
Keith. 

“No you don’t,” said Father. “You don’t 
have a flashlight, and you don’t have any 
idea what it’s like in there.” That was that! 

Springtime on the desert had brought 


numerous flowers into bloom. Merle and I 
tried to satisfy ourselves by collecting speci- 
mens for our flower collections, a class re- 
quirement for biology. But all the time our 
minds were on those man-made caves! 

We ate lunch by the entrance of tunnel 
No. 9, with the refreshing breeze from 
within cooling us from the blazing sun, 
now directly overhead. 

It didn’t take us long to eat. And then 
to Dad's surprise, we boys produced not only 
a flashlight, but an army surplus battle lan- 
tern! Dad was still reluctant. However, 
Mother was as curious as we were, and 
talked Dad into letting us go. Dear Mother! 
And she said she wanted to go with us. 

The four of us started in, leaving Dad at 
the entrance. The tunnel was dimly lighted 
by the sun for nearly a quarter of a mile. 
Then, with a slight bend, it was dark. 

Within a hundred feet it branched into 
two tunnels; one to the right and one to the 
left. Just to the side of the tunnel to the left 
there was a shaft that dropped straight down. 
Fred told us later that it was “only” a hun- 
dred feet to the bottom! 

“Let’s follow the tracks through the tun- 
nel to the left,” said Merle. 

“Might as well,” said Keith. “We can’t get 
lost if we stay with the tracks.” 

The tracks soon divided again, and once 
more the tracks went to the left. We four 
continued to follow the alluring tracks. The 
tunnel made several gentle bends, always 

To page 19 
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[" WAS a cold winter day in January, 1940. 
The car taking the Thomas family up to 
London could only creep along the slippery 
road. In spite of constant movement, the 
windshield wipers were failing. to keep the 
window clear of the snow that was falling 
so thick and fast. Time and again the car 
was stopped and the snow brushed off. It 
was nearly dark when the family finally 
reached the station where they would find 
the train taking them to the channel port 
of Folkestone, from which they would cross 
to France. 

The Thomas family had been on furlough 
for a year from Kenya, East Africa. During 
that fateful year, England and the Empire 
had been plunged into the horrors of World 
War II. True, no bombs had as yet fallen 
on England, but many ships had been sunk 
in the waters surrounding the island. Be- 
cause of the dangers of sea travel it had 
been decided that the returning missionary 
family should go from France to Italy by 
train, and there take a neutral ship to Mom- 
basa, Africa. 

Pastor and Mrs. Thomas and their four 
sons, ranging in ages from three to thirteen, 
stood in the pitch blackness of the railway 
station, holding onto their suitcases, and 
waiting for the train to come. 

The blackout was taken very seriously in 
those days. No lights of any kind were 
permitted in any public place. At length 
they heard, rather than saw, the carriages as 
they came to a stop in front of them. Tightly 
holding hands they boarded the train. Five 
hundred soldiers also got on. The doors 
slammed, the guard blew his whistle, and 
the train slowly made its way out of the 
station. 

How strange it felt to be riding along 
in the pitch blackness of the night! Con- 
versations were going on all around them, 
but not a soul could they see. Some of the 
soldiers were singing, some were cursing 
the war that took them away from their 
homes and families. Slowly the minutes 
passed, the rails clicking off the miles as 
the train neared the seacoast where the 


12 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


We had never seen him before— 


yet he seemed to know all about us! 


*« 


“I know there is nothing in those 
letters dangerous to the coun- 
try,” said the man in the brown 
coat. Pastor Thomas looked at 
him in surprise. When had this 
stranger ever read his mail? 


steamer was waiting to 
take them across the Eng- 
lish Channel to France. 
Noses pressed against the 
window, the Thomas boys 
could see no friendly lights 
from farmhouses, nor from 
any of the villages they 
passed through. Even the 
ground, covered with snow 
though it was, was almost 
invisible in the darkness. 

After what seemed like 
hours, the train began to 
slow down. Once again 
the boys were admonished 
to keep together, hold 
hands, and follow their 
father. The train stopped, and hundreds 
poured onto the platform, the Thomas 
family among them. But where were they to 
go? They stood bewildered in the icy wind. 
Suddenly a tall form loomed up out of the 
darkness. 

“Follow me,” he said. “I know where you 
must go.” 

Down the platform they followed his 
form, dimly visible in the mists. He led 
them through one door into a dark room, 
and then through another into a room that 
was well lighted. For a few minutes, all they 
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‘he Man in the BROOWN COAT 


By V. E. ROBINSON 


could do was blink, the lights seemed so 
bright. Then they saw that this was the 
room where passports were examined and 
uggage inspected. 

They turned to look at their guide, and 
saw that he was a tall man, dressed in a heavy 
brown overcoat. He led them to a nearby 
table where an officer sat. 

The officer proceeded to look at the pass- 
port. He then asked whether Pastor Thomas 
was carrying any letters. At this time, all 
mail leaving or entering England was very 
carefully examined to see that no important 


information was going out that might help 
the enemy countries. Pastor Thomas ad- 
mitted that he was carrying some letters and 
on demand laid them on the table in front 
of the officer. 

They were letters written by former Ad- 
ventist missionaries from East Africa to 
their African friends in Kenya. They were 
written in an African language. This was 
very serious indeed, as there was no one in 
that room who could read and translate those 
letters except Pastor Thomas himself, and 
the officer would not agree to that. Just 
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WOOD FOLK 


By MAURICE HILL 


Out in the woods, under the brush, 

| hear a crackle, and then comes a hush. 
Oh, I'd like to say, "Now who goes there?" 
But 1 listen, and look—can it be a bear? 

| hear it again, that crackle and crunch, 
Then discover a robin eating his lunch. 

A leafy salad? | see something squirm— 
1 do believe that bird has a worm! 


Two lizards advance, then quickly retreat, 
As they dart from sight on skittering feet; 
But they slither back, as they conquer fear, 
Till | move ahead, then both disappear. 


The wee wild folk are very keen 

For nuts or bread, as is quickly seen 

When | scatter goodies, and softly call; 
Then out come chipmunks, and that isn't all, 
For a big gray squirrel runs in to demand 
His share of the tempting feast on hand; 
While off in the distance, | see a deer 

That scents the food, and edges near. 


Oh, deep in the woods is a land of surprise, 
And the underbrush has a million eyes; 

But its winding pathways read, "Keep Out!" 
it is strictly private—of that, not a doubt. 
So | just peek in, and wonder when 

Some creature will appear again, 

As, under the bush, yes, under the brush, 

1 hear a crackle, and then comes a hush. 
Oh, I'd like to say, “Now who goes there?" 
But | listen, and look—will it be a bear? 


“Very well,” said the officer. “We 
will let them pass.” 

Pastor Thomas looked at the 
stranger in surprise. Where had this 
man ever met the Thomas family 
before? When had he read those 
letters? It was mysterious. Pastor 
Thomas expressed his gratitude to 
him, and the man now proceeded to 
help out in another difficulty. 

All over the room customs men 
were examining luggage. They were 
taking no chances. One of the ex 
amining officers came to Pastor 
Thomas and -indicated that he 
wished the luggage to be opened for 
inspection. Pastor Thomas had not 
expected this, for ordinarily British 
subjects traveling in peacetime did 
not have their luggage inspected 
when going from one part of the 
Empire to another. In consequence, 
he had strapped up his suitcases 
very thoroughly. The idea of open- 
ing them all: now filled him with 
dismay. 

The man in the brown coat spoke 
up again. “These people are mission- 
aries,” he told the inspector. “I can 
vouch for their luggage. It doés not 
contain anything prohibited by law.” 

“Very well,” said the officer, and 
waved them toward the door leading 
to the gangplank. 

A few minutes later the family 
had climbed onto the ship. Dim 
lights were burning in the interior. 
One of the stewards came forward. 
He explained that nearly all the beds 
on board had been taken by the 
soldiers, but he did have a few 
places for the ladies, and would Mrs. 
Thomas please follow him. But Mrs. 
Thomas did not. She had decided 
that if the ship was going to be 
torpedoed, at least the family would 
all go down together. She was going 
to stay with her husband and boys 
The steward shrugged his shoulder 
and went on his way. 

Almost instinctively Pastor 





Thomas turned to the man in the 
brown coat who had led them onto 

then the man in the brown coat spoke up. the boat. He did not fail them. 
“These are missionaries,” he said. “I know “I know a place for you. It is not an 
them, and I know that there is nothing in ideal place for a missionary family to sleep, 
those letters dangerous to the country.” To page 16 


14 { JUNIOR GUIDE 








eer a 





OTHER had a nail keg with more 
than a hundred eggs in it sitting on the 
kitchen porch ready to be taken to market. 
One morning Mother found a big hen sit- 
ting on those eggs. When she lifted her off, 
old Biddy Speckle made a great fuss. And 
as soon as possible she came marching back 
to sit on that keg of eggs and hatch out a 
brood of a hundred chicks! Mother put a 
little tub upside down over the keg and old 
Biddy had to give up. 
I have seen boys and girls like Biddy 
Speckle trying to do impossible things. I 


























Biddy Speckle and the President 


By BERT RHOADS 


know of a boy who was sure he could eat a 
pie large enough for six grownups. His 
mother let him try it, and oh, how sick he 
was before he was halfway through! 

Boys and girls are great dreamers.. My 
little brother was like Biddy Speckle. 
“Mamma,” he said, “if there were one thou- 
sand babies in a pile down by the barn, and 
one hundred in a pile up in the apple 
orchard, which pile would you choose?” 

Of course, little brother was sure Mother 
would say she would take them all. But 
Mother laughed and said, “I would take the 
pile of a hundred. It would 
be the lesser of the two evils.” 

I have always liked the 
story of a New York boy 
who believed that instead 
of dreaming about doing 
big things it was better for 
him to do the little things 























tent 


in a big way. 

If, when he wrote, his 
capital K’s looked like tum- 
ble-down sawbucks, he 
would practice on them till 
they were his best. Every 7 
must be dotted and every ¢ 
crossed. When his name 
was written on a paper it 
was done as neatly as he 
could make it. If he had ten 
examples in addition, he 
was not satisfied to get 
only nine of them right. If 


H. A. ROBERTS 





Everything Dan did he tried to do 
well. It is no wonder that he was 
always at the head of his class. 
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he failed, he would try harder next time. 

All through his grade-school life little 
Dan worked this way. When he went to 
high school he did his work so well that he 
was always at the top of his class. He studied 
how to be nice to his teachers, his class- 
mates, and others. All through his school 
life he was noted for the big way he did 
the little common duties. 

A lawyer in the city of Buffalo heard 
about him. Needing a secretary who would 
be particular in the little tasks and duties, 
he hired Dan. 

Then one day the news came over the 
wires that this lawyer had been elected 
President of the United States. The first 
thing he said was, “I must take Dan to 
Washington with me.” 

And so when President Grover Cleve- 
land went to Washington he took Dan La- 
mont along with him to be secretary to the 
President of the United States. 

Dan had worked toward Washington all 
his life, hadn’t he—and not with any old 
hen ideas! 


The Man in the Brown Coat 
From page 14 


but at least you will not be disturbed,” he 
said. 

He led them to the ship’s bar. It was 
after midnight, and the bar was closed. 
Around the room by the wall were leather 
padded benches. On these the family could 
lie down and rest for the remainder of the 
night. 

Pastor Thomas pushed his suitcases under 
the benches and turned to thank the tall 
stranger once more for all his kindness. 
But he was gone! 

He stepped into the hall and looked up 
and down the passage. Not a sign of him 
could he see. He asked the officers at the top 
of the gangplank whether they had seen 
where the man in the brown coat had gone. 
But they said, “There wasn’t anyone like 
that on the boat tonight. If there had been, 
we would have seen him.” 

Yet Pastor Thomas knew there had been 
such a man, for he had talked to him. But 
now he had disappeared, totally, completely, 
into the night. 

“It must have been an angel,” said Mrs. 
Thomas softly. 
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The Day Danger Rode the Wheels 
From page 3 


know how reckless you are, Vern. I hope you 
won't try any wild ideas. You must go easy 
with the thing, or you'll have a smashup. 
Danger often rides the wheels.” 

“Oh, Dad,” Vern pouted. “You never get 
enthusiastic about my projects.” He shrugged 
his shoulders and walked off toward the 
woodshed, followed by his brother. 

Now Jim was the best pal a fellow could 
have, and in a little while he was smiling 
happily as Vern explained that the contrap- 
tion would be ready to go tomorrow morn- 
ing. 

It was slow, hard work, but Vern gritted 
his teeth and kept at it. He did not complain 
when he hit his thumb or Jim handed him 
the wrong board. In fact by this time even 
big sister Hazel was thoroughly convinced 
that the scooter would be one of the fastest 
ever made anywhere. 

The next morning dawned bright and 
clear. It was hard to wait for breakfast, but 
it wasn’t too long until the boys and the 
baby were scurrying down the back steps. 
Of course, Baby Billy had to see the new 
scooter too. 

Holding Baby Billy’s hands, Vern and Jim 
stood gazing at the masterpiece. Vern’s 
chest swelled with pride. Everything was in 
fine order. Well, sure, it did seem a little 
top heavy, and one wheel wobbled slightly, 
but what did that matter? 

“Now for the tryout!” shouted Vern, 
grabbing the guide ropes. “You and Billy 
watch me speed away.” What a thrill that 
was, racing down the hill! Then it was Jim's 
turn. 

“Me go, me go!” clapped Baby Billy as 
soon as Jim returned. 

“Certainly; why not?” suggested Vern, 
beginning to get the contraption ready for 
the baby’s ride. “I'll take you.” 

“What would Father say?” asked thought- 
ful Jim. 

“Oh, he wouldn’t care,” 
all right. Can’t you see how well I can 
steer? There is no traffic now, anyway.” 

“But,” protested Jim, “Mother said not to 
give the baby a ride. It isn’t safe enough.” 

Back came the answer, “Oh, just this 
once. Mother’ll never know if you don’t tell 
her.” 

Soon they were off down the long gentle 
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slope; the scooter was rolling along fine. 

Then it happened. The wagon rocked 
wildly as it rounded a curve on two wheels. 
“N—n—n—no,” cried Billy, gripping Vern 
around the neck and holding on for dear 
life. Now they were turning the next curve 
on the other two wheels. 

“Oh,” groaned Vern, “my feet are off the 
pedals and I can’t get them back on.” Sud- 
denly a large tree loomed up right in front 
of them. Crash! 

What actually happened is hard to de- 
@.<:iv-. but there was Vern crawling out 
from a heap of boards and wheels, and 
Baby Billy lying silently on the ground a 
few feet away. 

By this time Jim—who felt as if he had 
turned to stone as he watched what was 
going on—had turned and was running for 
help as fast as his feet could go. 

It was only a little village town with one 
doctor. When the kind old gentleman ar- 
rived, he examined two-and-a-half-year-old 
Billy very carefully. He turned a worried 
face toward Mother and Father who stood 
near. “He will have to go to the hospital,” 
he said. 

Anxious days passed. There was nothing 
that Vern and Jim wouldn't have gladly 
done to make amends for their carelessness 
and disobedience. Never a word of com- 
plaint did they utter as they did their chores 
and the work about the house. Every wor- 
ship period they prayed for Jesus to forgive 
them for their mistake and help Baby Billy 
get well. Many times a day they thought of 
their precious baby brother lying alone in 
that large hospital. 

For everyone who passed Baby Billy’s bed 
in the long row of little white cots, he had 
a winning smile. One day a kind gentleman 
sat by his bed and told him stories. He no 
doubt knew that the little one was lonesome 
so far from home. 

After the man had told several stories 
Billy said, “Tell me a Jesus story.” 

The man bowed his head as if he were 
ashamed of himself and whispered, “I don’t 
6: any.” 

“Oh,” gasped Billy. “Don’t you know 
Jesus? He’s our very best friend. Then I'll 
tell you a Jesus story.” 

The man sat listening thoughtfully, and 
Billy told about the shepherds and the 
Wise Men who came to see the baby Jesus. 
“You know,” concluded Billy, “all Jesus 
wants us to give Him is our hearts.” 
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Seg 7 


FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Loren Lee Cronin, age 13. Pierceville, Kansas, 
U.S.A. Riding horses, sports, stamps. 

Sharon Walker, age 13. Pierceville, Kansas, U.S.A. 
Skating, sports, housework. 

Junior Standley, age 13. Pierceville, Kansas, U.S.A. 
Sports, swimming. 

Sandra Jean Thornton, age 11. c/o N. R. Thorn- 
ton, R.R. 4, Madison, Indiana, U.S.A. Horses, piano, 
reading. 

Larry Ray Stephens, age 13. Route 1, Box 369, 
North Bend, Oregon, U.S.A. Horses, bikes, stamps. 

Linda Marriott, age 10. Glendale, Oregon, U.S.A. 
Swimming, riding horses, hiking. 

Carolyn Frank, age 13. 3604 San Rafael Avenue, 
Stockton, California, U.S.A. Piano, swimming. 

Gail Atkinson, age 13. Route 1, Box 149, Raymond, 
Washington, U.S.A. Photos, letter writing. 

Betty Ann Baker, age 13. P.O. Box 61, Abbotts- 
town, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Swimming, biking, rid- 
ing horses, sewing, cooking. 

Abner B. Velasco, age 13. c/o Philippine Union 
College, P.O. Box 1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. 
Swimming, skating, biking, stamps. 








“Yes,” nodded the stranger slowly. 

“I am tired now. Nurse tells me I must 
take a nap.” Billy’s new-found friend held 
his hand, and Billy went to sleep, never to 
waken again until Jesus comes. 

What a sad ending to a happy story. Yet 
terrible things sometimes occur when boys 
disobey their mothers and fathers! And 
maybe it wasn’t really the end, after all. 
God tries so hard to bring something good 
out of even our worst mistakes. Perhaps 
that was the first time that kind stranger 
had ever heard of Jesus. Perhaps he gave 
his heart to God because Billy invited him 
to that day. 

Jim is a doctor now, and doesn’t need a 
scooter to give him thrills. He pilots his own 
airplane. Vern is a mechanic, and steers 
mighty power machines. 

Both of them are looking forward to the 
day when they will see Billy again in 
heaven, and they are hoping that the man 
who listened to their baby brother tell the 
Jesus story will be there to meet them too. 
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Bible Games 


FOR JUNIOR YOUTH 





BIBLE GROUPS also 
JOHN AND JUDAS GAME 


Here are two fascinating games in one, 
we an opportunity to learn 
some of the interesting facts about the 
Bible and yet find thoroughgoing pleas- 
ure. The same set of cards serves for 
two different games, both of which 
will help young people find pleasure 


in His holy day. apicE, $1.00 
SPELLING GAME 


A game for Juniors to play with 
younger brothers and_ sisters—these 
thirty sets of twin cards will provide 
instruction and entertainment for very 
young children by making them fa- 
miliar_ with some common __ words 
through association of the words with 
the pictures that portray them. The 
first fifteen sets are for very young 
children, and the last fifteen sets are 
designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little © yon consisting of 101 
nicely printed cards with accompany- 
ing instruction and answer pro- 
motes interest in Bible facts. Some 
of the questions test the memory; some 
provoke thought. Profitable for Sab- 


seseesh sana PRICE, $1.25 
BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported 
apes and peacocks, twenty worthless 
towns—could you locate these refer- 
ences in the Bible? This attractively 
rint card game affords suitable 
abbath diversion in finding Bible 


place names. 
PRICE, $1.00 


BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games 
that will afford many hours of ex- 
citing and instructional fun. Any num- 
ber up to twenty can play it, but the 
maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to eight players. It tests 
one’s knowledge of Bible characters 
and one’s agility in spelling their 
names. It uses an interesting forfeit 


system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTERS GAME 


Conducted according to the rules pro- 
vided, it furnishes stimulating rivalry 
in acquiring a wide knowledge of Bi- 
ble personalities and in what books of 
the Bible they may be found. Educa- 
tional and devotional emulation are 
provoked in the family circle or church 
group when played intelligently. 


PRICE, $1.25 
BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed 
to teach those who play it how to 
familiarize thentselves with the relative 
ositions of the books of the Bible. 
evelops skill in turning quickly to 
any needed Bible text. Printed on 
durable enameled stock, it consists of 
66 cards, one for each book of the 


Bible. 
PRICE, $1.00 


Each game neatly boxed. Purchase a 
complete set of 7 and save $1.00. 
Regular price, $7.75. Special combina- 
tion price, $6.75. 


Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 12, D.C. 


ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 
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The Rascally Red-headed 
Rattlebird 


From page 9 


When these hatch, both the parents are 
kept busy drilling and drilling to find enough 
insect larvae to fill the hungry stomachs. 
Ants, grasshoppers, and May beetles are also 
eaten as food. Sometimes the overworked 
parents snatch flying insects out of the air 
as a whippoorwill or a flycatcher does. 

The rattlebird’s tongue is a most clever 
device for capturing insect larvae right in 
their burrows in the tree. The end of the 
tongue looks like a long, elastic, round cord. 
Ordinarily the tongue is drawn back into the 
redhead’s throat. When the bird hears an 
insect crawling just under the bark it drills 
the wood away, opening up a tunnel. Quick 
as lightning the long tongue winds down 
the tunnel, exploring for the insect. The tip 
spears the victim, draws it back out of its 
hole—and the redhead has a meal! 

The red-headed rattlebird is a rascal some- 
times, because it will swoop down in a 
farmyard and kill a baby chick if it can’t 
find enough insects to fill its stomach. 
Fortunately, the bird does this very rarely. 

The rascally red-headed rattlebird is a 
creature of God to be admired for its hand- 
some coat and appreciated for its wood- 
pecker ways. 


Caves of Calico! 
From page 11 


to the right. Around the next bend the tun- 
nel was part of a ledge in a huge room. 
Thirty feet down we could see another set 
of tracks running along the ledge like the 
one we were on. There were wooden ore 
chutes from upper levels in the ceiling 
above. Only a short distance farther our 
tunnel met another set of tracks. 

“This is the same place the tunnel split 
the second time,’ said Mother. 

“No,” I said. “It can’t be; we haven't 
turned 360° since we were here.” 

After a short argument Mother said, “Let's 
mark the place and backtrack to the second 
bend.” 

This we did, and sure enough, we dis- 
covered that that gently bending tunnel made 


a complete circle. It didn’t seem possible. 
We followed the tunnel to the right again 
just to make certain. 

“Now let’s get Dad and show him this,” 
one of my brothers said. But Dad wasn’t so 
easily talked into it. Only with reluctance 
did he follow his triumphant family around 
the gently bending tunnel until it met 
itself. 

“O.K., Pop,” said Keith. “If you say left- 
handed people have such a good sense of 
direction, then tell us which way the tunnel 
entrance is. 

“Well now, it would logically be off in 
that direction,” said he, and pointed in the 
direction away from the entrance! We 
thought that was a good joke, and what fun 
we had when we proved that he had pointed 
the wrong way! You see, we walked the 
Opposite way he had pointed, turned to the 
right at the next tunnel and saw the light 
from the opening. But even then he had to 
go outside to verify the fact that it was the 
same entrance. 

But by now Dad was as interested as we 
were and wanted to know where the tunnel 
to the right of the first division went. 

Back in we went. 

It was only a short distance, we discovered, 
until the tunnel split and met again, thus 
forming a room with a large pillar of rock 
in the center to serve as a brace against the 
ceiling. 

“Til go to the right and you go to the 
left of that pillar, and I will meet you on the 
other side,” I said to Merle. 

Merle agreed and started around, feeling 
his way with his hands against the sides of 
the tunnel. He had no flashlight. 

Then it happened. 

“Oh!” cried Merle. “Help me!” 

I hurried around the pillar on the double 
and held the light for him. He had been 
walking on a plank over a mine shaft in 
the darkness. There were two other planks 
a few inches apart from the one he had 
been walking on and they went completely 
across the shaft. But the plank Merle had 
been walking on went only half way across. 
Merle had fallen when he came to the end 
of the plank; but had managed to catch 
himself on the other two planks with his 
outstretched arms. 

He calmly pulled himself back up. Then 
I shone the flashlight down the shaft, and 
Merle and I looked at each other aghast. 
We couldn’t see the bottom! Merle felt 
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very serious. How close he had come to 
death! 

We decided Dad was wiser than we had 
given him credit for when he insisted we 
have plenty of light before we went into the 
mine. 

But what fun it was exploring those 
artificial caves! I'd recommend it to you any 
time. Only, be sure you have good lights! 





Jack’s Adventure 
From page 8 


decision. I can remember only twice all 
summer that this did not result in a sale. I 
know that the Holy Spirit impresses hearts. 
Many times tears would come to the eyes 
of the prospect as he felt the Lord impressing 
him to purchase Bible Readings. 

“The most wonderful feeling that a col- 
porteur ever has, I believe, comes when he 
sees someone join God’s remnant people 
through his labors. Just last week I heard 
the result of one of my sales last summer. I 
had called on a woman who ordered Bible 
Readings from me. As I was about to leave 
she mentioned that she had a sister living 
in Ottawa who might be interested too. I 
took her name and felt impressed to write 
her. So far as I know she had never even 
seen the book, but she sent me a money 
order for the full price. I sent the book to 
her, and recently I found that she has al- 
ready kept her fifth Sabbath and plans to be 
baptized soon. 

“Canvassing not only has helped my 
Christian experience but has been more fun 
than anything else I have ever done. Every 
once in a while some little thing occurs that 
makes life more interesting and amusing. 
The Adventist people with whom I stayed 
lived out in the country. Many times I 
would be quite a distance from home in 
the evening, and it would take an hour or 
two to get there. They all went to bed early 
and would leave my supper out for me. 

“One evening I got home a little after 
nine thirty and was as hungry as I could be. 
As I came in the back door I noticed that 
my meal was there waiting for me. There 
was some fruit, milk, and also bread, butter, 
jelly, and sandwich spread. As I made a 
large sandwich from the contents of a pea- 
nut butter jar, I wondered what kind of 
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spread it was. Since I had been an Adventist 
for only a few years, I thought it was another 
meat substitute. It did not taste too bad, but 
I did not think it good enough for a second 
helping. 

“I went to bed that evening feeling fine, 
and the next morning I came downstairs 
early for breakfast. Mrs. Linden looked at 
me very apologetically and finally explained 
that she had made a mistake and put the 
dog’s food out for me instead of the pea- 
nut butter. We all had a good laugh, and 
guess I have never felt any unfortunate re- 
sults. 

“Yes, some of the most wonderful experi- 
ences in my life have come to me since | 
began to spend my summers in the colpor- 
teur work. My most earnest desire is that 
more of our young people might canvass 
every summer so that we could finish the 
Lord’s work here soon and go to heaven 
with Him.” 

Jack planned to ask Bob at dinnertime 
whether he wanted some more dog food. 
But Richard Crabtree was giving his report 
now, so Bob and his special diet had to wait 
for the time being. 

“A year ago while canvassing on Mill - 
Road off the main highway in New Hamp- 
shire, I stopped at a house where there were 
several small children. 

“The mother was away, but she was ex- 
pected back at any moment. The youngsters 
clustered around and very kindly invited me 
in to await her return. But I decided to press 
on and gave a canvass down the road at the 
next house. 

“When I had finished and came out, there 
waited one of the boys, who said his mother 
had returned. So we walked back together. 

“The mother gave me a nice deposit on 
Modern Medical Counselor. On the de- 
livery day I happened to call just as the 
eldest daughter arrived home from work. 
The mother paid in full for the Modern 
Medical Counselor, and after listening to a 
canvass on the Bedtime Stories the daughter 
decided she would buy the set, giving me ¢ 
deposit. When the next delivery day rolled 
around she paid the balance and ordered 
The Children’s Hour to be delivered later. 

“The next delivery day found a married 
daughter at home, who bought | Love 
Books as a present for her father. 

“We were becoming more acquainted by 
this time, and I learned that the children 
were not going to Sunday school. When I 





asked whether they would like to see some 
religious projector pictures, they all cried, 
"Yes! yes!’ 

“Before leaving, I asked how they would 
like to have a Sunday school right in their 
own home. They thought that would be 
fine. With true missionary spirit the parents 
invited relatives and the children invited 
the neighbors. 

“The days were growing shorter by now, 
so we began our exercises on Sunday at 
5:00 P.M., with the pictures later. After a 
rousing song service—and how those chil- 
dren loved to sing—the seniors had a class 
in the kitchen and the juniors in the living 
room. 

“As the Holy Spirit impressed ents the 
need for Bibles became apparent, and even 
the children wanted one of their own. 
Twenty-one Bibles and eight New Testa- 
ments were placed in the home and among 
the friends who gathered there. A Bible 
Readings was left for the home. 

“Soon they began plying us with ques- 
tions, and like the Bereans they searched the 
Scriptures to see whether what we said was 
so. 

“We were endeavoring to lead up to the 
Sabbath question in a methodical and sys- 
tematic manner, but out of a clear sky one 
day they asked, ‘Who are you people and 
what church do you belong to?’ We told 
them we were Seventh-day Adventists, and 
fearing all was lost, gave them a study on 
the Sabbath. 

“It too was accepted. Then we changed to 
a Sabbath school on Sabbath afternoon and 
it continued through the winter with eight- 
een to thirty-five in attendance. 

“This summer eight of the members of 
this family were baptized in a lovely lake 
near their home. That beautiful scene will 
remain deep in my memory forever.” 

“What a joy it is to see precious souls 
brought to Christ,” added Mr. Armstrong 
as he brought the meeting to a close. 


@. week: “Going Through Hell’s Gap’) 





You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Bible Numbers 
By GOLDIE CAVINESS 


All the numbers in this drill are numbers of peo- 
ple in the Bible. Look up the text, then perform the 
arithmetic operation. 

. Princes (Num. 16:2) ssi tata, 
. Souls (Gen. 46:26) aaa 


_~ 


. Officers (1 Kings 4:7) Pra wie 





yA 

3 

4. Children (Ezra 2:41) Shasegletee 
5. Persons (1 Sam. 22:18) 

6. Children (Ezra 2:18) 

7. Sons, etc. (1 Chron. 26:11) 
8. Shepherds (Micah 5:5) 

9. Kings (2 Kings 10:4) 

- Men (Neh. 7:28) 


. Number of sons Rehoboam had 
(2 Chron. 11:21) 


ANSWER 
“8Z *..S40quNN 249!¢,, 











Suspense in the Rice Field 
From page 5 


Mamma had heard all the details of our 
harrowing experience, Robert was sternly ad- 
monished not to carry out such dangerous 
tricks in the future. Not only might a per- 
son be injured through being so scared, but 
the person playing such a prank could him- 
self be hurt. “Whatever hurts another per- 
son is not funny or amusing,” she said. To 
this we all solemnly agreed. 








COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. Story 
illustrations not otherwise credited are by 
John Gourley. 
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IX—Mighty to Save—The Twelve Go on a 





Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 








STUDY OF THE 
CHOOL LESSON 


- setegenesnon 








Missionary Project 


(September 1) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Matthew 12:22- 
37; 10:1-33; Mark 5:1-13, 18-20. 
LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Every idle 


word that men shall speak, they shall give account 
thereof in the day of judgment’ (Matthew 12: 
36). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 


Guiding Thought 


The twelve disciples had been with Jesus for 
some time now. They had watched His hands 
bring health and wholeness to broken bodies. 
They had stood by amazed as His word had cast 
out evil spirits that tormented the afflicted. They 
had heard the wonderful words that brought 
joy and peace to those whom the teaching of 
the Jewish religious leaders had failed to help. 
Now the time had come for Him to send them 
forth to witness for Him. He sent them forth 
two by two and cautioned them to expect angry 
words and even threats of imprisonment and 
death. But He gave them the assurance that al- 
ways the eyes of the heavenly Father were on 
them. He told them that if they were faithful, 
one day He would confess them before His heav- 
enly Father, just as they were confessing Him 
in this unfriendly world. 


SUNDAY 


Jesus Gives a Blind and Dumb Man Sight and 
Speech 
1. Find Matthew 12:22. While Jesus was teach- 
ing, a man was brought to Him for healing. 
What handicaps did he suffer and what did 
Jesus do for him? 


2. Read verse 23. How were the onlookers af- 
fected by this miracle? 

3. Read verse 24. Who else witnessed the mir- 
acle and what evil suggestion did they make? 


NOTE.—The Pharisees were too proud to 
acknowledge that Jesus was the Messiah. It en- 
raged them to see Him working miracles. They 
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could not stop Him, so they made the mean ac- 
cusation that the power He used to perform 
His miracles was from Satan. In this way they 
spread disbelief among those who witnessed His 
mighty works, but Jesus showed how impossible 
their argument was. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
321, pat. 3;.p.. 322, par. 1. 


MONDAY 


Christ Teaches Us to Be Careful in Our Speech 


4. Find Matthew 12:31. When the Pharisees re- 
fused to acknowledge that the power of God had 
made the man whole, of what were they in dan- 
ger? 

NOTE.-—"It is dangerous to utter a word of 
doubt, dangerous to question and criticize divine 
light."—The Desire of Ages, p. 323. The more 
a person doubts the working of God's Spirit 
and the truth of His Word, the less that Spirit 
can do for him, until finally the Holy Spirit can 
do nothing more, and the door of God’s mercy 
is shut to him. How careful we must be to wel- 
come and obey all those things that help us 
understand Christ. 


5. Read verses 34-37. Where do unkind words 
and criticism come from? 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 323, par. 1; p. 324, par. 2. 


TUESDAY 


Christ Restores Deranged Minds 


6. Find Mark 5:1-5. Who met Jesus and H 
disciples when they landed on the eastern shore 
of Galilee after Jesus had stilled the storm on the 
lake? 


NOTE.—Matthew tells of two possessed men. 
One was evidently more notorious than the 
other. 


7. Read verses 6-13. What conversation took 
place between Jesus and the unclean spirits that 
controlled this poor man? What happened to 
these tormenting spirits? 








8. Read verses 18-20. When Jesus was about to 
depart from Decapolis, what did the healed man 
and his companion want to do? What did Jesus 
tell them? 


NOTE.—These two men became the first gos- 
pel missionaries to the country of Decapolis. Al- 
though the people had been unfriendly to Jesus, 
because He had caused the destruction of their 
swine, they marveled at the change that Jesus 
had brought about in the lives of these two men, 
and when later Jesus returned to this region, 
they were ready and eager to listen to the miracle 
worker because of the witness of these two upon 
whom the power of God had worked. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
37, 338. 


WEDNESDAY 
Sent to Share Their Faith 


9. Find Matthew 10:1. As Jesus sent forth the 
first missionaries, what power did He give them? 


10. Read verses 5, 6. To whom were they sent 
first? 

NoTE.—It was God's plan for the Jews to 
be His chosen nation, giving the gospel to the 
world. They were to have the first chance to 
hear the gospel and feel its power, and witness 
to other nations. 


~ 


11. Read verse 7. 
twelve to preach? 


What message were the 


12. Read verse 8. In what way were they to 
demonstrate the power of God in a world cor- 
rupted by the work of Satan? 


For further reading: Read verses 9-27 to find 





what they were to take with them, how they 
would be received, how they were to act when 
persecuted. 

THURSDAY 


The Father’s Care for His Working Children 


13. Find Matthew 10:28-31. When trial and 
persecution and the threat of death faced the 
apostles, what were they to remember about the 
Father’s care for each one of His creatures? 


14. Read verses 32, 33. What will Jesus do for 
those who faithfully and fearlessly witness for 
Him? 

15. Find Mark 6:30-32. When the twelve came 
back from this their first missionary project, what 
did He invite them to do? 


FRIDAY 


Fill in the vowels in this verse in Mark 5:19. 

G. HM. T. THY FR__NDS, _ND T_LL 
TH M H W GR__T TH NGS TH. L RD 
H TH D:N.. FR TH... 

To whom did Jesus say this? 

Fill in the vowels in these verses in Matthew 
10:7,.3. 

ND 58 Y. G., PR.-CH, 8_¥_NG. TH 
K NGD M .FH..VN .$ .T H_ND. H.__L 
int. 6-GR, G..-NS.. TH: 1.P-E5, &.-S 
1. Di Se et . 4 DV As: FR. IY Y 
mv. BA. 9D, oe. LY GY... 

The demoniacs were to stay in their own 
country and be witnesses of God’s power. 

The disciples were sent forth into the country- 
side to do as Jesus had done. 

Who do you think had the most important 
work to do? 


From the rocks a man 
possessed with demons 
ran at Jesus. Jesus was 
not afraid. He com- 
manded the demons to 
come out of the man. 
Immediately they left. 


RLVIEW PICTURES 
WM. HOLF, ARTIST 
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SUCH INTERESTING THINGS AT 
SUMMER CAMP! 





We hope you've been able to go to 
summer camp, there are so many inter- 
esting things to see and do. Take a look 
at these: 


% Wild orchids discovered by campers 
in the mountains of the Netherlands 
Antilles. 


% Campfire every night in North Da- 
kota—and at all other summer camps. 


%& Learning about mushrooms and first 
aid at Pinecrest in California. 


= 5 crt ae 
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